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him. Even from a distance, he could be discerned from
those who accompanied him, for he only was uncovered,
(the Servant in presence of his Sovereign, the People).
The south side of the Capitol hill was literally alive with
the multitude, who stood ready to receive the hero and
the multitude who attended him. "There, there, that is
he," exclaimed different voices. "Which?" asked others.
"He with the white head,55 was the reply. "Ah," ex-
claimed others, "there is the old man and his gray hair,
there is the old veteran, there is Jackson." At last he
enters the gate at the foot of the hill and turns to the
road that leads round to the front of the Capitol. In
a moment every one who until then had stood like statues
gazing on the scene below them, rushed onward, to right,
to left, to be ready to receive him in the front. Our
party, of course, were more deliberate, we waited until
the multitude had rushed past us and then left the
terrace and walked round to the furthest side of the
square, where there were no carriages to impede us,
and entered it by the gate fronting the Capitol. Here
was a clear space, and stationing ourselves on the cen-
tral gravel walk we stood so as to have a clear, full view
of the whole scene. The Capitol in all its grandeur and
beauty. The Portico and grand steps leading to it, were
filled with ladies. Scarlet, purple, blue, yellow, white
draperies and waving plumes of every kind and colour,
among the white marble pillars, had a fine effect. In
the centre of the portico was a table covered with scar-
let, behind it the closed door leading into the rotunda,
below the Capitol and all around, a mass of living beings,
not a ragged mob, but well dressed and well behaved
respectable and worthy citizens. Mr. Frank Key, whose
arm I had, and an old and frequent witness of great spec-
tacles, often exclaimed, as well as myself, a mere novice,s march by the crowds thronging aroundrolina, anything but a Jacksonian wfaea
